" I know of him. Chairman of the National Scientific Com-
mittee."
" How do he and Hair get on?"
lj" Oh, about the usual thing. You know how these eminent
scientists are."
Pinker filled his pipe and looked at me with his hot angry
eyes. " Easton's very powerful" He paused and then added,
"He's in on this Reeves gun thing."
"How?"
Pinker shrugged. "I think he and Mair have had a tow
about it.'5
"But what on earth does Easton know about it?"
"Well, for that matter, what does Mair?" said Pinker
bluntly.
I said, " Mair knows the facts."
"Does he?" said Pinker gently. "Does Waring let him see
them?"
I didn't answer.   Pinker grinned.
" If you're not darned careful," he said, " "Waring's bluff is
going to be called, and Hair's backed it.7'
" Mair's got the Minister in his pocket," I said rather shaken.
" Maybe. But Easton's got a bigger card than the Minister,
if it comes to a show down." He looked at me thoughtfully.
" You ought to meet Easton," he said, a bit too casually. " He's
a good chap. I think you two might have quite a lot to say
to each other. He doesn't like General Waring."
I was wondering what the hell to say to that when Susan
came in, and that let me out. I waved to her and she came
across.
Pinker was always very queer with her. He was a dapper
little man with sleek black hair, always very well dressed,
and he preened himself and grinned at Susan very charm-
ingly as though he were half flirting with her. But I had a
feeling that he was just going through the motions and thai-
women weren't really much in his line. Susan was always
certain that he was a nancy.
Pinker said, "Your chief's going up in the world, Miss
Roberts."
"Is he?" said Susan innocently.  "Where's he going?"
" That's what a 'good many people are wondering," said
Pinker with a grin. " Anyhow, he seems to be pointed for the
top ail right I expect you're kept pretty busy?"
" Moderately," said Susan.
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